RIWO    PARGYUL                              95

necessaries were sent spinning down to the glacier; then, leav-
ing the last traces of the snow-storm, we walked down the ice
staircase and by 6 p.m. found ourselves back on the col by our
big tent. Fatigue began to steal upon us, and made us feel
too lazy to cook, so we contented ourselves with a cup of
Horlick's each, and then curled into our sleeping-bags.

Indescribable was the fury of Riwo Pargyul at having allowed
his prey to checkmate him. All night long he raged impotently,
like a blinded Cyclops, lashing the upper parts of his mountain
with storm after storm: but we, peacefully sleeping, knew
nothing of this, till, on waking up rather late in the morning, we
found that masses of snow had piled up against the sides of the
tent. Looking out we saw a wintry landscape extending some
thousand feet below us. The weather, too, seemed to have
broken again decisively: it was evident that the only possible
day for the climb had been the one chosen by or rather for us.
Thinking back now, one can see that the north peak, under
reliable conditions of weather and if free from ice, would not be
a difficult mountain; but for all that, it was a grand adventure.

Having struck the tent and gathered whatever of value was
left, we started down the 7,500 feet that separated us from
Nako. By the time we and our excessive burdens had struggled
across the wilderness of boulders and at last reached the road,
we felt thoroughly tired and longed to be relieved of our loads
for the last mile. As if in answer to a prayer, as we rounded a
bend within view of the houses, two figures sprang up and came
running towards us. We felt a sudden lightening as the loads
were whisked from off our backs, and our strength seemed to
rush back te us in that moment. Our two faithful coolies, who
had been watching for our return, were overjoyed to hear of the
success of the climb and spread the news among the villagers
standing near. Someone made a joke, evidently at our expense,
the tenor of which eluded us, and the whole company burst
out into uproarious guffaws: it was better than fulsome con-
gratulations and so typical of the jovial ways of the Tibetan
countryfolk.